3o               PAOLO AND FRANCESCA
Gio.               Then quickly tell me of him 1
ANG.                                                         Ah!
Again 'tis dark.   The twilight, as it seemed,
With difficulty came, and might not stay.
My son, art thou still here ?
Gio.                                   Why do your lips
Move fast and yet no words find out their way ?
What are they vainly shaping ?
ANG.                                       Who hath now
Ta'en hold on me ?
Gio.                   Speak, speak, then!
ANG.                                              He shall be
Not far to seek: yet perilous to find.
Unwillingly he comes a wooing: she
Unwillingly is wooed: yet shall they woo.
His kiss was on her lips ere she was born.
Gio.  Who  used  thy  mouth   then, and- so
strangely spoke ?
O, this is folly I   Yet it weighs me down
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